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As long as we have been on Earth, we have felt 
the need to share our stories with each other. 
This need to leave something of ourselves 
behind, to make others aware of our dreams and 
ideas, has been the keystone to our growth. 
Whether the symbols are visual or verbal, the 
substance of art and literature informs, inspires 
and sustains us. The Declaration of 
Independence, Jules Verne’s prophetic trip to the 
moon, and Leonardo da Vinci’s Last Supper are 
examples of the great wealth of expression there 
is to enjoy. When questioning the worth of art 
and literature consider that communication is 
key to a thriving, growing community. Keystone 
‘96 is dedicated to preserving the arts by 
providing a showcase for Central Piedmont 
Community College’s best student poetry, prose 
and visual art. 
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1997 Submission Information 


Submissions will be accepted in the Spring Quarter 1997. You must have 
been a registered CPCC student during one of these quarters to be 
eligible: Fall 1996, or Winter or Spring 1997. All work must have been 
completed since first enrollment at CPCC. All work must be previously 
unpublished; writers/artists retain all rights to their work. Attach a typed 
3” x 5” card to each entry that includes the title, writer/artist’s name, 
address, and telephone and social security numbers. Enclose two copies 
of all poetry and prose submissions. Entries are juried anonymously by 
judges outside the CPCC community. Projected release for KEYSTONE 
‘97 is the beginning of the Fall Quarter 1997. For more information call 
Student Publications at 330-6665 or visit Taylor Hall 205. 
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Her make-up was strewn in an unsightly blemish across the 
pristine white vanity top. She couldn’t care. Her belly pressed against the 
ledge as she leaned forward to examine her face in the mirror. A tiny knot 
of anticipation was forming deep down in her stomach as her mind 
rapidly recalled the conversation with her husband the week before. They 
had been sitting in the living room watching something tasteless and 
boring on TV, too weary after a hard day's work to unearth the remote 
control and turn it off. Bill gave her thigh a squeeze and said, “Roger is 
coming to town next week. Do you think we ought to invite him for 
dinner?” 

“Good heavens,” May answered as her heart did a tiny leap 
frog, “what's he doing here?” 

“You know the software show I told you about? Well, apparently 
he’s coming for that. He was at the last one in Chicago a few years back. 
‘91, I think. That’s the last time I saw him.” 

“God, it must be ten years since I saw him last,” May 
responded. Her mind conjured up the image of tall, dark and handsome 
Roger. Youthful and vigorous with a swashbuckling mustache and a 
swagger to match. Blue eyes in a tanned face twinkling with 
mischievousness. Tiny flutters of excitement spread though her body as 
she said, “Well, we must get together. This is great. I’m curious to know 
what he’s been doing with himself all these years. What shall we do? Go 
out to a restaurant or eat here? We could throw some steaks on the grill.” 

“Why don’t we go out to eat?” Bill responded. “I’ve always 
wanted to try that new restaurant that opened a couple of months ago. 
This would be a good opportunity.” 

So here was May a week later, all in a dither in the bathroom 
slinging make-up around right, left and center as she desperately tried to 
find just the right shade or color combination to hide the fine lines at the 
corners of her brown eyes (her best feature) and minimize the deep 
furrows that ran from her nose to her mouth. 

“Can't do much about the old hair,” she thought as she ran her 
fingers through her reddish brown curls that were flecked with gray. 
“Maybe I should have given it a rinse. Oh well, too late now.” Padding into 
the bedroom, she viewed herself critically in the full-length mirror leaning 
against the wall. 

‘Decidedly out of shape,” she thought turning this way and that 
and pinching the rolls of fat around her midriff. She wasn’t what you 
would call fat, but definitely chubby. Some might find that attractive. She 
certainly didn’t. Flinging open the closet doors, she gazed for a few 
minutes at the contents before reaching in and pulling out a simple white 
blouse and black skirt. 

“Mustn’t be overdressed,” she mused as teetering on one leg 
she tried to guide the other into pantyhose. Black pumps, simple but 
elegant. Gold earrings, a spritz of Chanel, and voila she was ready. 
Sweeping up her handbag that lay on the bed, she went in search of Bill. 
She found him in the garage with his head stuck under the hood of his 
beloved, money- and gas-guzzling MG. 

“Anything wrong with it?” she queried yanking Bill’s tie out of 
the oily engine. 

“Can’t seem to get it started. It’s the same trouble we had a 
couple of weeks ago,” he said, slamming down the hood and wiping his 
hands on an old rag. Glancing over in her direction, he asked, “Are you 
ready?” 

“Yes, let’s go,” May answered and, turning, led the way out to 
their reliable old car parked in the driveway. May sat silently beside Bill 
on the short drive into town and gazed out at the countryside zipping past 
her window. She allowed her thoughts to drift back to another time and 
another place, recalling old friends and good times spent. Weekly 
gatherings at the pub. Current issues of the day hotly debated. 


Heart-warming comradeship, wishes, hopes and dreams that were 
revealed. Visions of Roger, his arm nonchalantly draped across his wife’s 
shoulders. Of him laughing and drinking too much wine, and flirting 
outrageously. May remembered feeling the warm pressure of his thigh 
against hers as she sat next to him, and loving it. Watching his mouth as 
he sang and talked and wondering what his lips would feel like against 
hers. She was pulled out of this reverie by her husband turning abruptly 
into the restaurant parking lot. 

“That was quick,” she said, glancing up at the old two-story 
brick structure that had once been someone’s old mansion. 

“That’s OK,” Bill answered. “We're a bit early, I know, but we 
can wait for Roger in the bar and have a drink.” 

The bar was deserted when they entered. Warm, dim lights were 
scattered here and there on small side tables. May sank gratefully into one 
of the many plump over-stuffed arm chairs that were dotted about. Her 
morning workout had been particularly grueling, and her bunions and 
ankles were killing her. She watched Bill at the bar as he ordered their 
drinks, and her heart contracted in affection. 

“He has no idea,” she thought. 

They chatted comfortably together about their day's events, and 
then suddenly he was there, framed in the doorway, the light flowing in 
behind him, so that, for the moment, she couldn't see his face. Bill sprang 
to his feet. 

“Roger, long time no see, old pal,” he exclaimed, and clasped 
his friend’s hands in his own, drawing him into the room toward May. She 
rose and walked toward them, the turmoil in her body reflecting in her 
face as she felt a slow blush spreading up from her neck. 

“Good job it’s dim in here,” she thought as Roger took her in 
his arms and gave her a gentle hug which she reciprocated. 

“Roger, how are you? You haven’t changed a bit. You look 
wonderful.” And she wasn’t lying. Still trim and slim although he was 
hitting 50. His hair was thinning slightly and was sprinkled with gray, but 
the eyes were still as blue and sparkling as ever with that hint of 
amusement in them. He still sported a mustache, and beneath it his lips 
were as full and as sensuous as ever. He bent down and kissed her lightly 
on the cheek. She felt the muscles in his arms and smelled his after shave, 
and memories came tumbling through May’s mind, which she promptly 
suppressed. 

“Hello May,” he said somewhat stiffly. “How are you? How long 
has it been? Eight, nine years? I must say you look the same as ever.” 

“That's a lie,” thought May as she sucked in her stomach. “I’m 
twenty pounds heavier for starters.” 

Turning, she slipped her arm through Bill’s and gently started 
guiding them all through the bar doorway in the direction of the dining 
room. The clatter and clink of cutlery, china, and glass of the other guests 
was a pleasant backdrop noise in the paneled room. Seated at a round 
table next to the fire that flickered softly in the fireplace, the three of them 
perused the menu. May had to make a conscious effort to calm her brain 
so that she could read the damn thing without glaring at it as though it 
were written in a different language. Drinks and food were ordered, and 
May turned to Roger and asked, ‘Well, tell me how are things going with 
you, Roger? How’s the family? What is Alice doing with herself these days?” 

All three of them launched into animated conversation as they 
caught up on years of separation, and all the while, as May’s lips were 
moving, she was transporting herself back in time to an evening long ago 
at Mardi Gras in New Orleans. To the sultry, steamy night when a crowd of 
them had gone down to the French Quarter and joined in the revelry, arms 
round each other, bodies pushed up close, as the crowds drew them down 
Bourbon Street. The noise, streamers, and confetti rained down from 
passing floats and landed on their laughing upturned faces. Raw, primal 


urges surged to the surface as Roger swung his arm around her waist and, 
crushing her to him, swept her away in a mad exhilarating dance. Further 
and further from Bill. She could hear him calling her name as from a 
great distance. She didn’t answer. Instead, she became Roger's willing 
partner as, uttering no words, he impatiently tugged her down a long, dim 
cobbled alleyway. In the shadowy darkness he pressed his body against 
hers. She lifted her face to meet his kiss with passionate abandon. His lips 
were smooth and warm as they lingered on hers, and his hands were 
hungry as they roved over her body, inflaming her with desire for him. She 
ran her hands over the hardness of his erection, and then, through his 
rich dark hair, clasping him as close to her as she could. Eyes closed, 
breathing harshly as they fumbled clumsily with buttons and zippers they 
both heard Bill’s call at the same time. Drawing back, they looked into 
each other’s faces with longing and frustration. Hastily rearranging their 
clothes, they headed toward the light at the end of the alley. As they 
rounded the corner, they came face to face with Bill, Alice, and the others. 

“We almost lost you,” Bill exclaimed. “Where did you go?” May 
did her best to mask the emotions that she was sure were showing in her 
face as she answered, “Roger thought he had to be sick, so we ducked 
down here.” 

Bill laughed and threw his arm around his friend’s shoulders 
and said, “Had too much vino, old pal?” and circling May’s waist with his 
other arm, as Roger took Alice by the hand, they re-entered the 
mainstream of the parade. 

We pretended that nothing had happened thought May as she 
sat with the men in the restaurant and nodded her head and said, “Aha, 
aha,” at just the right places as the conversation circled about her. But 
one night not long after that, you invited us to a party at your house, 
Roger. We had a great time. Lots of debate and discussion and lots of 
wine. We stayed long after the others had gone. I was dozing on the sofa. 
Alice had just taken some dishes into the kitchen, and Bill got up to go the 
bathroom. You rose from your chair, and leaning over me, I felt your lips 
brush mine. That's all, nothing more, but it was an infinitely tender 
moment. Do you remember, Roger? Are you thinking of that as we speak? 
I've thought of you often since then, thought May as she woke from her 
reverie and realized they were winding up their meal. May was all 
business once again, and all three of them chatted amiably as Bill 
accepted his change from the waiter. Rising simultaneously, the men stood 
back as May led the way out to the parking lot through the dining room. 
Once again Roger took her hand and drew her to him in a warm 
embrace. ‘“Let’s not leave it so long till we see each other again,” he said 
softly against her ear. 

“No,” said May, feeling slightly flustered and stepping back to 
Bill’s side, as Roger and Bill shook hands. Climbing into their car, May 
shook her hand out of the window for a last wave as Bill maneuvered the 
car out of the parking lot and onto the road. She sank back into leather 
comfort and sighed. 

“That was a real nice evening,” Bill said as he steered through 
traffic. “Roger’s looking good, don’t you think?” 

“T sure do,” May thought as she leaned her head back to gaze at 
the stars through the window as they glided through the night. 
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Gabi was cold and frightened. She was lost in the woods near 
her house and it'was dark. Mommy sick, she thought, sticking a dirty 
thumb in her mouth and sucking noisily. “Mommy sick,” she said out 
loud. Gabi started to cry. 

A cold November wind blew on Gabi. She was curled into a tiny 
ball at the base of a poplar tree trying to get warm. 

She cried for a little while and decided she wanted to go home 
so she stood up. Beyond the woods a quilted layer of clouds blocked out 
the stars and moon. Gabi could barely see the ground and tripped over 
stumps and rocks. She scraped up both knees tearing great holes in her 
white tights, and she cried, but she kept walking because she wanted to go 
home. 

She walked for a long time, whimpering a little now and then 
because her knees hurt and the woods was full of bad noise. “Bad noise,” 
she sometimes said to make it better. Once she even stopped to turn 
around and point a finger at the noise and say, “You’re bad noise! You not 
good at all. Go away!” Then she continued on her way home. 

She came to a steep hill and started toddling along the base of 
it, but at the top she saw a pretty light, /ike Christmas, she thought. 
“Pretty light,” Gabi smiled and climbed the hill. 

There was a house at the top of the hill. It was not Gabi’s house, 
but she didn’t care because it had a pretty light. “Blue,” she said, stepping 
onto the back porch and looking up at a bare fixture with a luminescent 
bulb. She stepped around in a circle looking up at the light, fascinated. 
The light cast a blue tinge on the porch, and the trees at the edge of the 
woods. Gabi looked at her hands, they looked blue too. 

The porch wasn’t very big. It was bricked in about three feet up 
and there was a hammock hanging from one corner attached to a post 
next to the step. Gabi really wanted to go home. She stepped off the porch 
to see if her house was next door. It wasn’t. Then she peeked back around 
the corner of the porch at the hammock, shining shadowy blue under the 
porch light and saw an afghan lying on it. She decided maybe she would 
rest first and then go home. She picked up the afghan, wrapped it around 
herself making sure her red corduroy dress was smoothed down, checked 
to make sure all of the buttons on her sweater were fastened, put her 
thumb into her mouth, curled up once again into a tiny ball and fell asleep 
whimpering, “Mommy sick.” 


The Giant Genie was crowded. Whenever the weather forecast 
included the hint of flurries, everybody and his brother showed up in the 
bread aisle. Tony hated weather forecasts. The last thing he wanted was to 
stand in line for forty-five minutes behind a bunch of babbling urbanites 
who drove minivans and never failed to request that their checks be 
cashed for $25 over the total bill of sale. But here he was, standing in line. 
If tonight weren't so important he’d park the shopping cart next to an end 
cap and leave. 

But tonight was important. Tonight, he was going to do his level 
best to convince John to stay. He’d been over it a hundred times in his 
head. John couldn’t leave. He was making progress with his work, that 
was certain. Hadn’t City Gallery offered him a showing just last week? And 
there was nothing for him in Toronto. Nothing lasting, that is. Nothing 
worth leaving his friends for. Nothing worth leaving the only family he ever 
really had. And what about the house? 

The line moved slowly at first, then all at once it seemed he was 
beyond the magazine rack and getting the latest information on the 
impending storm from the cashier. “Possibly the biggest storm to hit the 
Southeast in 100 years,” she drawled tiredly. She also informed him 
tonight was supposed to be her night off, but the manager made her come 
in to help relieve the demand for available check-out lanes. From this 
Tony surmised that he was supposed to get down on his knees and kiss 
her feet in gratitude. Well. 

A blast of cold air hit him in the face as the automatic door 
swung open on his way out. He loaded the groceries into the trunk of his 
car, got in the driver's side and started the engine. He decided to let it 
warm up a bit before pulling out, but from his rearview mirror, another 
shopper was waiting for his parking space so he threw it in gear and 
pulled out. “Damn city.” Why didn’t everybody go someplace else to play 
out their neurotic lives? Sometimes he hated the city: too many people. 

Well, at least you could “get there from here” but fast, he 


thought, as he pulled into the driveway five minutes later. The house was 
dark. He decided to take the groceries in the back door because he 
remembered turning the porch light on. He had four bags, paper not 
plastic. Plastic bags had a way of getting bent out of shape and dumping 
your groceries on the ground. Especially if the bagger put more than a 
bottle of wine and a wedge of cheese in them. Besides, he thought, paper 
is a renewable resource whereas plastic is, well, plastic. At best it would 
always be a petroleum-based by-product. Tony set two bags down on the 
porch and headed back to the trunk for the other two. Inside the house, a 
light came on. 

After retrieving the other two bags of groceries and closing the 
trunk, Tony returned to the porch to discover Steve, clad in gray sweat 
pants, a t-shirt and socks, had picked up the two bags off the porch and 
was quickly heading back inside. 

“Cold out here, eh?” Tony smiled and started following him to 
the back door. 

“Freezing. I hope you remembered to stop by the liquor store 
on your way home. John loves Irish coffee after dinner in this kind of 
weather,” Steve reminded him. 

“T forgot.” Tony continued, “The grocery store was a madhouse. 
If John calls, we'll get him to stop on his way home.” 

“He already called. He’s going to be late again,” Steve said. 

“Don’t look so underwhelmed, Steve,” Tony smiled. “It'll work 
out. I'll make cocoa.” 

They closed the door and turned off the porch light. 


As soon as Tony put the groceries down on the porch, Gabi 
woke up. She really liked cocoa. Mommy makes good cocoa, she thought. 
She wondered if that man could give her some cocoa and help her find 
her house. But that man, and the other man were strangers. Mommy said, 
“Never talk to strangers, young lady.” Except policeman’s. Mommy said 
policeman’s were not strangers. Maybe that man is a policeman, she 
thought. But he didn’t have a policeman suit on. He had on a leather coat 
and brown pants. Maybe if she pretended he was a policeman it would be 
okay. She started pretending he was a policeman with a shiny badge on his 
pocket and decided to ask him if he could find her house. 

She climbed out of the hammock and went to the back door. 
She started to knock but remembered she was shy. Mommy said so. She 
hid the fist she had made to knock on the door in a fold in her skirt and 
grinned sideways at the hammock. Just then, the wind blew viciously again 
and the noises down in the woods started being bad. So she knocked. Not 
very loud at first, but when nobody came to answer the door, she fairly 
pounded on it. 

Tony and Steve were in the kitchen putting groceries away when 
they heard someone knocking on the back door. Steve went to answer it. 

“Hi!” Gabi smiled at Steve. “Where is that man? I want to ask 
him to go to my house.” 

Steve quietly turned around and said, “Tony, I think you better 
come here.” 

“Ts that man a policeman?” 

“Who, Tony? No, honey, he’s an interior decorator.” Tony 
walked up behind Steve and stared at the child not believing his eyes. She 
was obviously lost and had been for some time. 

Tony looked at Gabi. She had the palest blue eyes he had ever 
seen. He knelt down. “Where is your mother, honey?” Gabi started to cry. 

“Mommy sick,” she whimpered and rushed up the steps into 
Tony’s arms. 

“Well, okay,” Tony started. The child was half frozen and 
shivering. He stood up and closed the door taking her into the kitchen. He 
tried to set her on the counter top but she wouldn’t let go. He shot a 
confused look at Steve and said, “Your mommy is sick?” Gabi nodded her 
head against his chest. 

“Ts she in the hospital?” 

“No, she at home,” she said through the tears. “You not a 
policeman?” 

“No, honey. My name is Tony. What’s your name?” 

“T Gabi Sanderfer,” she smiled, her tears drying up as quickly as 
they started. “I frthree,” she said, holding three small fingers up for 
inspection. “Can I have some cocoa?” 


“Well of course you can, sweetie,” Tony replied, his eyes shifting 
to Steve uneasily. 

Steve said, “I'll make it,” and started busying himself with a 
cabinet full of pots and pans. “Gabi,” Steve questioned the child, “Do you 
know where you live?” 

Gabi looked first at Steve then at Tony and replied, “I live with 
my mommy in a big yellow house. We have a swingset and a dog named 
Rusty. He licks my face.” 

“Really? What a funny dog,” Steve laughed. Gabi gigeled. 

“Well what about your address, Gabi,” Tony asked. “Do you 
know what street you live on so we can get you home to your mommy and 
your doggy and your swingset?” 

“T not know,” Gabi’s face suddenly became awash with concern. 
“My mommy sick. She said go get Mary, ‘young lady,’ but Mary did not,” 
she paused, “was not at her house.” 

Steve stopped measuring milk into a pot to ask, “What about 
your daddy, Gabi?” 

“Daddy?” Gabi started to giggle once more and said, “My daddy 
in California, silly!” 

“Ooops!” Steve laughed. 

With an air of futility straining through his voice, Tony asked 
one more question. “Well then, Miss Gabi Sanderfer, do you know your 
telephone number?” 

“No,” Gabi frowned. “Maybe we should call a policeman.” 

“What a wonderful idea, Gabi!” Steve looked at Tony as if to say, 
“Why didn’t I think of that.” 

Tony picked up the receiver of a cordless telephone hanging on 
the kitchen wall and dialed 911. When the dispatcher answered, he said, 
“Hello, my name is Tony Anderson. I live at 328 Bent Oak Lane. A child 
showed up at our back door about ten minutes ago. She appears to be 
lost.” 

Steve got three mugs from a cabinet and poured the cocoa. 


Sergeant James Alderman took the phone call about the lost 
child and called Children’s Services to meet him at the residence. He 
didn’t know what he’d be dealing with. No children fitting the description 
of the toddler were recently reported missing. As an after thought, he 
decided to have a crew of paramedics meet him on the scene. The child 
could be suffering from exposure and who knew what else. 

In the car on the way, he discussed with his partner, Ann 
Williams, the upcoming departmental Christmas party and what he was 
buying his wife for Christmas. 

At the residence, Sergeant Alderman found that perhaps calling 
the paramedics was a bit much. The child was alert, quite talkative and 
aside from a couple of skinned knees, she seemed to be in good shape. 
She was sitting on a sofa drinking hot chocolate. Alderman’s partner was 
the one who found a name tag in the child’s sweater while he was 
questioning the residents. 

“You say she came to your back door?” Alderman wrote the 
details in a notebook. 

“Yes, officer,’ Tony answered. “We're thinking it was because of 
the blue light. She said her mother was sick.” 

“We're sending an ambulance to find out what's wrong with the 
child’s mother, but what is this about a blue light?” 

Gabi jumped off the sofa and ran out of the room calling, “It’s a 
pretty light. It’s blue! I like it!” 

Alderman followed the child and looked out the back door to 
see the porch and the edge of woods behind the house bathed in blue 
light. Beyond the light, the woods were pitch black. 

Alderman kneeled down taking one of Gabi’s hands into his 
own. She was too tiny to be away from her mother. “Were you lost in those 
woods, child?” 

“Yes, officer.” 

“Were you afraid?” 

“Oh no, me not scared,” Gabi covered her mouth with her 
other hand and started to giggle once again. 
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Special Day 
By Saran G. Adcock 


THIRD PLACE PROSE 
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The bright yellow eggs seemed to be screaming up at her from 
the restaurant-style plate. She held her red, curly head in her hands. She 
moaned, “My head is killing me.” 

“More coffee?” I asked dutifully. I happily raised my coffee pot. 
I had already decided that this was the special day. 

“No... no, thank you,” she replied. 

I had interrupted her. She turned back toward her friend and 
continued. 

“T’ve never had a hangover this bad. I don’t remember a lot and 
what I do remember about last night I’d like to forget.” 

“Tt couldn’t have been that bad. Gary is a great guy,” said the 
skinny blonde. 

“Yeah, great guy! He got me plastered and the next thing I 
remember is saying ‘goodbye’ and ‘I had a very nice time’ to two other 
girls and a guy.” 

“Sounds like a good party,” Blondie replied. 

“Tf they hadn’t been naked at the time it would have been a 
good party!” 

“Naked! ... you mean...” 

“Yep, this ain’t Kansas anymore, Toto.” 

“Oh, wow!” Blondie just stared at her friend. 

“Just eat your eggs,” said the redhead. 

That interesting conversation at an end, I turned my attention to 
the booth next to them. A young man and woman had sat down and were 
looking over the menu. They were rumpled and glassy-eyed. 

“How much longer till we get there?” said the woman. 

“T don’t know, about three more hours,” he said. 

“You think our parents know we’re gone yet?” she asked. 

“No, it’s only four-thirty back home. Nobody’s up yet.” 

“You think they will come after us?” 

“Probably, but it won’t do them any good. We'll be married by 
then.” 

“Married. I'll be Mrs. Rodney Hatcher . . . ,” she drifted off. 

I filled her coffee cup and said, “You kids ready to order yet?” I 
intentionally emphasized the word, kids. 

“No ma’am, we need a few more minutes, please,” he answered 
politely. 

Touché, I thought, now we’re even. I hated it when people 
called me ma’am. It isn’t bad enough that I work here, but then they make 
me feel old. I folded the pages back over my order book and stepped 
back from the counter and walked into the kitchen area. My shoes stuck 
to the greasy floor. John was flipping pancakes and frying eggs as usual. 

“Did you hear that redhead talkin’ to her friend?” I asked as I 
adjusted my bright orange apron. 

“Who didn’t,” John replied. 

“She sounds like your type . . . a real wild woman!” I said 
smugly. 

“T don’t think so. I like my women one at a time. You know, one 
on one.” 

“Yeah, I can’t believe she was telling anybody about that. She'll 
be the talk of the town by noon.” 

“Tt’s not like you'll tell anyone . . . else, huh?” he replied. 

“Oh, shut up! You’re talking about her too.” I noticed the way 
his apron tie framed his buns. A little “one on one” with John would be 
fine with me, I thought to myself. I wish my uniform was more attractive. 
All he ever sees me in is this dingy blue dress and ugly white nurses’ 
shoes. Give it up, I thought, if he was interested he would have asked you 
out by now. I walked back over to the kids’ booth to see if they were ready 
to order. 


“Sure, we'll have two cheeseburger platters with hash browns. 
Can we get onions and cheese on those hash browns . . . and some juice?” 
the young man asked. 

“No problem,” I replied, “since you didn’t call me ma’am this 
time.” He laughed a little and his cheeks turned light red. His soon-to-be 
bride rolled her eyes at me. “She’s the jealous type,” I thought. 

“Give me two C platters and HB’s covered and smothered!” I 
yelled the order in John’s direction. I filled up two glasses of orange juice 
and placed them on the kids’ table. The door jingled and I looked up to 
see three men shuffling inside. They looked like they had been up all 
night. Of course, who gets up at five-thirty to go out for breakfast. 
Everybody here has probably been up all night. I could hear them 
whispering and chuckling as they settled into their booth. 

“That’s her, over there, I swear!” one of the men said. 

“Are you sure?” said another. 

‘I’m positive,” he replied, “red hair and all.” 

“What do you think, Joe,” said the doubting Thomas, “is it her?” 

“Oh, yeah,” said Joe, “It’s her all right. I don’t forget a ‘face’!” 

“Face? She was blindfolded most of the night and it wasn’t her 
face I was interested in. Gary called us and said he had more than he 
could handle at the party. He asked us to come over and give him a hand, 
cic” 

“I knew I should have stayed with you guys. I wasted the whole 
night with Monica,” exclaimed one of the men. 

“Yeah, it was great. Red did me, Joe, Gary, and a couple of 
chicks to boot before the night was over! She was whacked out of her 
mind. I wonder if she remembers me?” 

“Why don’t you go ask her?” asked Joe. 

“Yeah, right,” he snorted, “Like I want to be arrested? I’m 
gonna sit here and eat my eggs like a good citizen.” 

“Coffee?” I asked. 

“Yes,” said Joe, “I'll take some.” As I poured the coffee I 
realized that this could easily become a situation. Red’s party mates were 
four booths away from her. I wonder if she has noticed them yet. I walked 
over to John and said, “You’re not gonna believe this, but some guys just 
walked in and they are talking about the red-haired girl. They have to be 
the guys she was talking about.” 

“Oh, no... this is too much,” John replied. “I hope there’s no 
violence. I hate violence.” 

“T don’t think she’s noticed that they’re here. I think she was in 
the john when . . .” 

John interrupted, “You ‘think she was in the john’ . . . I think I 
would remember that!” 

“Okay, funny man,” I sneered, “I forget your name is John. I 
meant the rest room. How’s that?” 

“That’s better. I forgive you,” he said, “dismissed.” He turned to 
flip a pancake before it burned. I walked away from him as I rolled my 
eyes. I started rearranging the Danish buns so I could hear Red and 
Blondie talking. 

“Oh, my God!” said Red. Her eyes were popping right out of her 
freckled head. 

“What, what!” Blondie was jumping around as if a bug was 
crawling on her. 

“Tt’s them... over there . . . the three guys in the booth. . . .” 

“Yeah, what about them?” said Blondie. “They're cute, but I 
think you’re overreacting.” 

“Tt’s them . . . two of them anyway . . . the two dark-haired ones 
... at the party . . . it’s them,” she was choking on her toast. She picked 
up her water glass and sipped some. 


“Oh... them!” Blondie blew a brain cell. 

“I’m so embarrassed. I hope they don’t recognize me,” Red 
cowered in the blue-checked booth. 

“T don’t think they can see you from here.” Blondie was being 
supportive. 

There are only so many ways to arrange Danish buns. I gave up 
and went to take the male trio’s order. I sauntered up to the booth and 
tried to not grin. 

“Hi, guys,” I said, “are you ready to order, yet?” 

“Yeah,” said Joe, “T’ll have two eggs scrambled, toast and 
coffee.” 

“Tl have the same,” said his partner in crime. 

“T'll take a stack of pancakes and some juice,” said their friend. 

“Okay,” I scribbled down the order, “It will be ready in a few.” I 
glanced at the clock above the juke box. It was almost six. I had almost 
forgotten that this was the special day, and I would be glad when it was 
time to go. The night shift was a killer, especially on the weekends. I 
noticed that the two kids had left me a huge tip. I wondered how long they 
would stay married. They couldn’t have been over twenty years old. The 
door jingled and Daisy walked up to me. 

“You ready to go home, girl?” She asked for an obvious answer. 

“No, you can go back home,” I replied. “I’m having such a 
good time that I want to stay longer!” We laughed at our long-standing 
joke. “Really, it has been an eventful evening. You see those guys in the 
booth down there? They spent a lively evening with that redhead over 
there.” I pointed out the guilty parties, discreetly, of course. “In her 
defense, she was a bit tipsy at the time,” I added. 

“Have they spoken to one another?” said Daisy. 

“No,” I said, “They’re scared of each other.” 

‘Don’t you love this job . . . it’s better than the soaps!” she said. 

“Tt does have its interesting moments,” I walked into the back 
room and hung up my apron. I was really glad it was time to go home. I 
picked up my brown leather purse and coat and went to say goodbye to 
my co-workers. 

“Bye, John,” I said. 

“See ya,” he replied. 

“Oh, Daisy. I’ve already taken the guys’ order, but they might 
need some coffee,” I said. 

“Okay, see you tomorrow, Jill.” Daisy waved her order pad in 
the air. 

“Okay, bye,” the door jingled a special tune for me as I pushed 
it open. The morning air felt cool and new. I jumped in my old Dodge 
pickup and began to try to awaken it from its sleep. “Third times a 
charm,” I said as I turned the key again. “There we go, it always cranks 
on the third try.” The truck smelled like eggs and grease. The blue seat 
cover was torn and patched with duct tape. I cruised down the road and 
saluted the beautiful countryside. And then I saw nothing, but I heard the 
crash and smelled the smoke. I had known this was the special day and 
now there would be no more. 
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How come REAL MEN get squeamish at the idea of following 
their wives into Sally Beauty Supply, but we women have to enter and rope 
them out of purchasing items in places like the Army-Navy Surplus Supply 
Warehouse? 

Yesterday, in an effort to end the winter doldrums which seem 
to have set in at the Scribner household, I decided to cut everyone’s hair. I 
can do that. I used to be qualified. I even have a pair of four-inch Solingen 
tempered-steel shears to do the job right, like they taught me to at 
Minnie’s School of Frying, Dyeing and Petrifying Hair Technology. 
Somewhere, no doubt in the far reaches of the attic, I even have a 
Pivotal-Point certificate stating that I indeed understand the science of 
angling, beveling, tapering, wisping, buzzing, perming, curling, tinting, 
mousing, gelling, teasing, styling and ultimately stretching a single human 
hair to its elastic limit. 

For what seemed the longest nine months of my life, I used my 
four-inch Solingen tempered-steel shears on head after head until one day, 
it seemed I had perfected the art of “short in the back, over the ears and 
thin on the sides.” I snipped in my sleep. I uniformed and graduated. I 
roller set. | manicured and pedicured ‘til I was dizzy from fumes. But the 
one thing I absolutely refused to do was wax. (It’s a long story stemming 
from once witnessing the extraction of human skin in lieu of something 
better to do.) 

I learn quickly, and although I quickly learned to snip and draw 
back, snip and draw back, always keeping the shears parallel to the floor, 
I never warmed up to the idea of spending the rest of my life combing out 
unnaturally blue hair. If that’s what it took, I simply wasn’t cut out to be a 
cosmetologist. But I kept my shears, and the practice mannequin head 
because it was so goofy looking, I was certain someday to find a practical 
use for it. 

Yesterday, I couldn’t find my shears anywhere. I checked the 
usual locations, the medicine cabinet, vanity drawers, baskets in the 
closet, in the desk in the office, under the bed, in my husband the 
Plumber’s truck. . . . They were no where to be found. My trusty shears 
were missing! 

There is only one recourse available when one’s trusty shears 
are missing and the winter doldrums have set in. Buy a new pair. 

So off we went, Plumber, Plumber Junior and me. We headed 
straight down Independence Boulevard to Sally Beauty Supply, in Arena 
Shopping Center. When we got there, I didn’t stop to see whether or not 
the REAL MEN were following me. They usually amble up to places like 
Sally at their own pace as REAL MEN are wont to do. But as I opened the 
dark pink door and the little bell dingled (yes, dingled), I glanced to the 
right and caught a glimpse of the REAL MEN disappearing into the 
Army-Navy Surplus Supply Warehouse. 

Fine by me. It just meant nobody was going to talk me out of 
buying the shears I really wanted. So I went in, looked around a bit, 
picked out some really cool/expensive substitute four-inch Solingen 
tempered-steel shears, paid for them with the Plumber’s Mastercard and 
left. The dark pink door dingled on my way out. 

There is no way to get REAL MEN out of a REAL MAN’S store 
without embarrassing them and that’s exactly what I had in mind when I 
opened the WIDE black door to the Army-Navy. It skreeked closed behind 
me. 

Did you know they make mini-militia gear for the little ones?? 
It’s just like the big guy gear, as I quickly pointed out to all listening ears. 
“Oh, Honey, looooook! It’s just so. . . CUTE!” The Plumber came 


running, hand extended, ready to cup my mouth, looking right and left; 
Plumber Junior paled, froze up and made like a mannequin next to the 
spear gun display. 

Next, I astounded the Plumber with my knowledge of which 
boots fit which military branch. Had him suckered too. He thought I just 
knew until I pointed out the great big lettering on the boxes, “See?” 
“COMBAT BOOTS.” “PARATROOPER BOOTS.” “MICHIGAN MILITIA 
BOOTS” . . . Okay, I made that last one up (and he didn’t appreciate it one 
bit either). 

[also figured out a way to embarrass strange men. Everyone 
has seen those bumper stickers with the shape of a heart in place of the 
word, love. “I (heart) my Yorkie.” I (heart) my grandkids,” etc. 
Apparently, somebody thought it would be cute to substitute a different 
symbol. Whoever it was, and I have my suspicions, decided if people 
understand the heart symbolism, they'll understand diamonds, spades and 
clubs as well. You would think the idea would have crossed this person’s 
mind to make an “I (spade) my dog” bumper sticker like the Humane 
Society did, but nooooo. The one I found at Army-Navy didn’t have 
anything to do with a dog. It read, “I (club) my wife.” 

I didn’t get it. In fact, I didn’t get it so adeptly I asked every man 
in the store what it meant. They didn’t get it either, apparently. Many of 
them left. 

While moving the REAL MEN towards the exit, stopping 
occasionally to make actual hand signals indicating which way the door 
was—an act I am absolutely certain the proprietor will thank me for until 
his dying day—I found the perfect camouflaged hair net for military wives 
who happen to be residing in a combat zone. Or, at least I thought it was 
the perfect hair net. Aside from the drab olive color, it certainly ooked 
like a hair net. Turns out, it was mosquito netting for battle helmets. 

Go figure. 

I almost succeeded in getting the REAL MEN out the door 
without so much as the thought of an impulse purchase crossing their 
minds when Plumber Junior spied a black flag bearing a skull and 
crossbones, and the Marine motto “Mess with the best, die like the rest.” 
Almost. 

I cut his hair first. “Short in the back, over the ears and thin on 
the sides.” 
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Robinson’s Grocery 
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Louise B. Smith 


G-—ma’s Buttons 


Tina A. Vito 


Seclusion 
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Poetry ‘96 


Synergy Implied | 
| oo 


on Paige McKenzie 


Oftentimes I wonder 
as I sit amidst the natural 
my head heavy with thoughts 
of beginnings ends and in-betweens 
my eyes full of wonder-lust 
for everything I see 
I cannot pass over a single blade of grass 
much less a flower as 
intricate as my own insides 
without shedding tears 
of sorrow and joy 
all at the same time 
These moments make me realize 
just how small I really am 
We are of the earth 
like dirt and stone facing elements 
Our heartbeats are like earthquakes 
We share passion like erupting volcanoes 
then fall like the calm of a winter snow 
We are wild weeds that grow 
with each new rain 
with different needs 
but all reach for the sun together 
then melt into the fertile ground 
and wake with the burst of spring 


as a stronger one 


Wind and Flowers 


By - 
Pam Cordell — 


Gentle fields of flowers 
Caress me with your swaying 
Swaying to a music 
Sung by the wind 


Wind of whispers, longings, 
wind of voices 
recalling, reminding 
of a time in the spring 


Spring that promises flowers 
throughout the drab of winter 
Spring that promises sunshine 

throughout the soaking rain 


Wildflowers sprinkled in amazing vastness 
More than can be comprehended 
Flowers blowing to the wind 
The wind singing the music. 
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Here’s a tall daredevil 
in leather helmet, 1937 
eogeles spanning his forehead 
parachute pulled low to his rump, 
standing beside the double-winged fighter, 
solo smile on his face. 


* 


See the rain caught horizontal? 
The hurricane of ‘38. 
My school paper snapped him 
in his pea jacket, monkey cap, 
when he gripped me tight, stopped my slide 
under that skidding Chevy. 


*k 


A classic jump-click, two heels 
in the air, showing off bell bottoms 
sailor hat on tilt, 1940. 
(Mother stormed the Board, 
claimed hardship—two children— 
flew him out of the navy.) 


* 


He was a HAM, taught me Morse code 
inside this house of Brooklyn brick. 
Sunday, Dec. ‘41. He’d pushed 
his baseball visor backward, declared, 
“We will not be bombed.” Later, 
we threw fly balls and grounders. 


** 


1954, Prospect Park bench. 
Mother is sick. 
His eyes rivet her as if 
to fasten her here, still. 
The picture shows him shorter, 
crushed fedora in hand. 
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Mary Wilmer 
SECOND PLACE POETRY 


The yellow finch rides the feeder 
like a glider as it rocks in the wind. 
I think of the mistral that nearly blew us away 
my first day in Provence. Words 
whirl in my head and take me 
to a place where I don’t want to go, 
a place of pain where I’m powerless. 
I want to tell you how it is writing a poem 
and watching the birds flutter 
and fly in the wind, unperturbed. 


I want to be flexible like the shrubs 
and the trees, just lean with the wind 
and not break. I want to be like the finches 
swinging on the feeder in the midst of the storm, 
feeding and singing. I want to accept with song 
the wind, the leaning, the bending. 


Street Poem 
By 


Melissa M. Kelly 
Tarp PLAcE POETRY 


We dash outside to catch 
sunlight’s last rays. 
Moths dance under 

streetlight, 
fireflies wink. 

We kick the Coke can. 
It clatters as we run, 
soles slapping concrete. 
We laugh, score, 
hands slap five. 

Our game continues 
till someone’s strong foot 
flings the crumpled can 
over The Fence. 
Cross-legged on cement, 
we watch the moon rise 
milk-white in a blue-violet sky, 
scheme to rescue our can 
tomorrow night. 


The old Benrus rounded in gold 
sits flat upon my wrist 
a prize for facts learned well 
like how long it takes Gestapo 
to reach Prinsengracht Street. 


Melting clocks drip fifty years. 
I went bejeweled, days ticking 
full-scheduled, my yearbook 
singing of doings, jingling 
“candy sweet, refined as sugar.” 


I too was born in ‘29 
but never hid in attics 
like our sister in Amsterdam 
who penned shortened calendar days 
redressing the “goodness in men.” 


Again I dig the coal bins of memory 
unable to close the ovens of Belsen. 
For gallantry of words I wish her stars. 
My metered watch slows, 
holds a timelock on her light. 
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Who Tells Who 


By 
Ly Bruce Dilger 


She said you said 
what I said 
last weekday. 


000 Woe! 

that you would tell her 
what I told you. 
Tell me— 

that you will tell her, 
what I tell you now. 


And if there is a response, 
tell her, to tell me 
what needs to be told. 


Jane and the Motorcycle Tarzan 


By 
Jane L. Yates 


Tam a Zen-like 
Zone-seeking 
Adrenaline junkie 


Out for a natural high 
And the desire to be 
Caressed by speed. 
Have you ever wanted to know 
How much horsepower 
_ You could handle between your legs? 
oF a My bike TARZAN beckons me with his good looks. 
_ ReyBlack WE —“(ié«iaR 
- . Painted cherry red 
Sparkling chrome 
He glitters seductively in the sunlight. 
I ease my body onto his soft leather seat 


The La 


The Last Image Grasping his handlebars. 
He ROARS into life 
is of bouncing on your stained boxsprings in the yard Full throttle. 
You were Hulk Hogan, I was “Rowdy” Roddy Piper, We SCREAM down the road 
; —— WIDE OPEN 
and neither of us wore a shirt, in the cold. 
So loud 
Heads turn 
That evening we really didn’t notice, drop-kicking each other so dangerous 
into the twilight, but Ozzy was in the background, Heads shake. 
blaring from your brand new, black-plastic BoomBox. The POWER 
The SPEED 
I later felt uncomfortable in my greed The WIND 
' Is worth EVERYTHING! 
asking for it erase 
after the funeral. rything. 
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In Passing 
By 
Joan Thomson 


Stair rails 
Glinting 
In the sunlight 
Suddenly diminished 
Yet heightened 
As a grown man 


Slides down 


Postcard 
By 


Melanie Scribner 


Thunderstorms shocking gray sea 
like inspiration, 

silver fish jumping from green waves 
at low tide, 

waking at noon, nobody cares, 
lonely at midnight, mad at 
the moon, 

shaving my legs and missing 
your toes, 

confused under blue sky, 
alone. 


Walking Back : 
By . 


Daniel E. Jacobs . 


The memories come 
flooding back like 
a wave all at once, 
thinking about the 
girl that lived 
down the street, 
thinking about 
the first kiss 
we both shared, 
thinking about the fun, 
running around 
the old cherry tree, 
playing tag with 
the boys, as she 
watched me in sweat. 
As I would tag someone, 
she would smile and wink, 
as I ran by. 


Days spent as we would 
run up the hill, 
grabbing hands 

spinning around and round 
until we were 
too dizzy to stand, 
falling onto the 
grassy cool, 
which was the hillside 
into each other’s arms, 
holding on like 
the world would end 
if we would 
ever stop holding. 
She held me in her heart. 
Yet, one day 
I found someone else 
with a smile 
that was sweeter; 
Her eyes were prettier. 
The memories come 
flooding back like 
a wave all at once. 
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Karen E. Abbott plans to graduate from the 
commercial art and advertising design program in the fall 
of 1997. She is interested in working for a magazine or 
newspaper. Her interests include designing jewelry, 
photography, sailing, hiking and camping on the 
Appalachian Trail. 


Saran G. Adcock, literary editor of Keystone 1996, is 
enrolled in the associate of fine arts degree transfer 
program. She plans to work with multimedia to produce 
educational and commercial presentations. She enjoys 
drawing, writing, playing the piano and Internet surfing. 


ADCOCK 


Ray Black, TT, who is enrolled in college transfer 
courses, is interested in working in the computer science 
field. He enjoys mountain biking, disc golf and computer 
programming. 


RAY 
BLACK, III 


Pam Cordell is a part-time instructor in the advancement 
studies department. She is enrolled in classes at CPCC for 
personal enrichment. Her interests include traveling, 
photography, reading and backpacking. . 
PAM 
CORDELL 


Bruce Dilger is enrolled in the food service management 
program at CPCC. His interests include reading, recording 
music, short-wave radio and Chinese painting. 


RUCE 
DILGER 


Laura L. Earley is enrolled in college transfer courses. 
She enjoys art, photography, reading, drawing and 
operating computers. 


Rhonda I. Fisher is enrolled in the commercial art and 
advertising design program. She hopes to own a graphic 
design business. Her interests are cooking, dancing and 
growing flowers. 


RHONDA L. 
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Cindy C. George will graduate in the fall of 1996 from 
the commercial art and advertising design program. Her 
goal is to work in graphic design and illustration. She 
enjoys watercolor painting. 


CINDY ¢. 
GEORGE 


Denise Harrelson is enrolled in the associate in fine 
arts degree transfer program. She enjoys sketching, 
painting, watching sci-fi movies and spending time with 
her three grandchildren. 


DENISE 
HARRELSON 


Linda Hess is planning to write the great American novel. 
She enjoys reading, taking classes at CPCC and renovating 
her home. 


Teresa Hicks is enrolled in the commercial art and 
advertising design program. The logo for the play Catfish 
Moon, which was performed by the Charlotte Repertory 
Theatre, is her most recent accomplishment. She enjoys all 
art media and having fun with her four children. 


TERESA 
HICKS 


Lee Hutchison is enrolled in college transfer courses at 
CPCC. His plans are to transfer to UNCC as a religious stud- 
ies major and then enter seminary. He enjoys photography, 
cycling and Celtic history and mythology, 


LEE 
HUTCHISON 


Daniel E. Jacobs is enrolled in the college transfer 
program and hopes to earn a master’s degree in creative 
writing and would like to teach one day. He also enjoys 
discussing writing with the other members of the Rainbow 
Poets, a reading and discussion group. 


DANIEL E. 
JACOBS 


H. Paige McKenzie will graduate from the graphic arts 
program in Spring 1997. She enjoys art, music, theater, 
film and is involved in community service. 

"HL. PAIGE 
McKENZIE 


Sinan Ny is a commercial art and advertising design 
student who envisions having a career that will involve his 
artistic skills. He is interested in painting and also air 
brushing murals. 


Janeen Pendergast is enrolled in fine art courses at 
CPCC. She plans to add to her B.S. in education by earning 
a master’s degree. She enjoys gardening, reading and 
spending time with her four children. 


JANEEN 
PENDERGAST 


Hope Schene attends creative writing and piano classes 
at CPCC in her spare time. She enjoys reading poetry and 
literature. She placed first in the Robert Ruark Foundation 
Poetry Contest in 1995 and second in the Charlotte Writer's 
Club Poetry Contest in 1994. 


Louise B. Smith enjoys the challenge of taking classes at 
CPCC for personal enrichment. Her interests include 
photography, pottery, travel and quilting. She also enjoys 
water and snow skiing. 


\é 


LOUISE B. 
SMITH 


Michael B. Spomer, design editor of Keystone 1996, is 
in the commercial art and advertising design program. He 
designed the cover of the Charlotte Children’s Choir 
program and was co-designer of the Women in the Arts 
brochure. He is a member of PTK, was Outstanding 
Student for the program in 1994-1995 and served as 
President of the CPCC SGA in 1995-1996. 


Robert Thomas Thompson, Jr. is planning to work as 
a professional photographer and writer. He enjoys rock 
climbing, hiking, camping, scuba diving and archery. 


ROBERT T. 
THOMPSON, JR. 


Joan Thomson is enrolled in fine art courses. She plans 
to continue painting and to earn a bachelor’s degree. She 
enjoys cross-cultural studies and gardening. 


JOAN 
THOMSON 


Tina A. Vito is a student in the commercial art and 
advertising design program. Her goals include traveling 
and working in advertising. Her interests are photography, 
cross-stitching, hiking and camping. 


TINA A. 
VITO 


Angela Williams is taking college transfer courses at 
CPCC. She plans to work in commercial art. 


ANGELA 
WILLIAMS 


Mary Wilmer is a mother and a grandmother who 
enjoys taking classes at CPCC. She is a retired alcoholism 
counselor, and she enjoys writing, studying and exercising. 


MARY 
WILMER 


Jane L. Yates is enrolled in the commercial art and 
advertising design program. She enjoys sculpting, drawing, 
white-water canoeing and writing poetry. 


Mara Champion is enrolled in CPCC’s associate of fine arts degree 
program. She is a member of PTK and is a member of the Air Force. 


Melissa M. Kelly is enrolled in continuing education classes at CPCC. 
She is interested in children’s literature, folk tales, regional poetry, hiking, 
camping and bluegrass music. 


Melanie Scribner is a college transfer student with plans to major in 
English at UNCC. She is a former editor and current staff writer of The 
Spark. She is also a former Keystone literary editor and has been a 
contributor to Keystone since 1994. She enjoys reading, spending time 
with her husband and son, writing and “surfing the net” for signs of 
intelligent life. 
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Juan Logan was born in Nashville, Tennessee, and attended Howard University and Clark College. Locally, his commissions 
include Roads Home at the Charlotte Transportation Center, I’ve Known Rivers at the Charlotte Convention Center and Pillar of 
Enlightenment at the Gaston County Public Library. He placed first in the Louisiana Watercolor Society’s 14th Annual International 
Exhibit in 1984 and received a North Carolina Arts Council Artists Fellowship for 1991/1992. He was also one of three artists 
chosen to design integrated art areas for the new Ericsson Stadium in Charlotte, North Carolina. 

Photo By: Catherine Bauknight 


Prose 


Jim Grimsley is a playwright and novelist who was born in Rocky Mount, North Carolina. He has been playwright-in-residence at 
7Stages Theatre since 1986. Grimsley’s first novel, Winter Birds, won the 1995 Sue Kaufman Prize for First Fiction, given by the 
American Academy of Arts and Letters. The novel also received a special citation from the Ernest Hemingway Foundation as one of 
three finalists for the PEN/Hemingway Award. His second novel, Dream Boy, won the 1996 award for Gay, Lesbian and Bisexual 
Literature from the American Library Association. Grimsley has also written ten full-length and four one-act plays. His third novel, 
My Drowning, will be published by Algonquin Books in January 1997. 


Photo By: Susan Johann 


Photography 


Meredith Hebden is a freelance photojournalist whose specialty is horticultural photographs. Her work appears in local and 
national magazines and newspapers. In addition to commercial photography, Hebden is also creating artistic works in Piedmont 
gardens. Using her science background to inform art, Hebden transforms traditional botanic images into sculptural compositions 
of color, texture and luminous light. She was awarded an Emerging Artist grant from the Charlotte-Mecklenburg Arts and Science 
Council in 1995. Her images have been included in three national juried art shows and several local exhibitions. 

Photo By: Brandy M. Hilton 


Photography 


Gary O’Brien joined the staff of the Charlotte Observer as a photographer in September of 1988. He came to them from the 
Mesa, Arizona, 7ribune, where he worked for just under six years. Prior to that, he was the staff photographer for the Arizona 
Daily Sun in Flagstaff, Arizona, and freelanced in northern Arizona. He is a 1979 graduate of Northern Arizona University with a 
B.S. in photography. He has been closely involved with the Observer's conversion to electronic picture handling, helping to train 
staff photographers in the use of the Leafdesk and Macintosh platforms. He also served as the Observer’s Saturday picture editor 
during his first five years at the paper. He lives in Concord, NC, with his wife, photographer Meredith Hebden. 

Photo By: Brandy M. Hilton 


Poetry 


Peter Meinke directed the Writing Workshop at Eckerd College for twenty-seven years until he retired in 1993. He has been 
writer-in-residence at many colleges and universities, most recently the University of North Carolina at Greensboro (1996). His 
collection of stories, The Piano Tuner, won the 1986 Flannery O’Connor Award. He has received two NEA Fellowships, three prizes 
from the Poetry Society of America and many other awards. His ten books of poetry include Scars (1996) and Liquid Paper: New 
& Selected Poems (1991), both from the University of Pittsburgh Press. 

Photo By: Jeanne Meinke 
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